Delhi to clasp the Viceroy's hand in secret
amity.

"These things happened in my lifetime/' con-
cluded the Kizilbash, simply.

"But what of to-day ?" I asked. "For to-mor-
row I may meet his Majesty."

"To-day, ah, if you ask an Afghan about
to-day, he will talk about the scenery. And why
not ? Look at the stars, my friends. In their
light, so calm and clear and cold, of what import
are our petty plots and counterplots ? Better it
is to turn our thoughts to prayer and to the Most
High, the Giver of Light."

With that Mirza Shahabuddin Khan, the
Kizilbash, rose and went to the fountain, kicked
the slippers off his feet, rinsed hands and feet and
mouth, and, with the suppleness born of long
practice in devotion, performed the two-bow
prayer with his face towards Mecca.

As the mountains rising above Kabul to the
west threw the long shadows of twilight across
the valley, we left the garden together.

Little enough could I learn of the dark con-
spiracies that ushered in the reign of the
Amir. Rumours are rife but facts are few.
The late Habibullah Khan was friendly to the